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On che much Lamented Death of Mr. Prime Serjeant Fitg- 

Gerald; who unfortun itely fell off bus Horſe Teſterday, 
being the 21/2 of this Inffant January, 1724-5: Ot which 
fall he ſoon Dyd. 
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Urprizing Dangers apt to Startle more, 
| Then our thoughts can apprehend before: * 
And loſſes when they unexpected come, i 
With double Sorow * pronounce our Doom. 
To have foreſeen our ills were fome relief, 
And might have prov'd an Antidote for Grief; 
But ſince Fitz-Gerald God's reſolvd that We! 
Should looſe Apollo, and a Lawyer in thee; 
Had he wax'd Old, and then reſign'd his Breath, 
As one a ſleep, nor felt the Pangs of Death, 
I ſhould rejoyce, as beſt became a Friend, 
Cauſe ! he liv'd well, and made a happy End 
But whengrimDeath,who will not brook controul 
With force devides the Body from the Soul, \ 
With briny Tears, my Eyes ſhall ever run e 
To think how ſoon his Thread of Life was ſpun, 
Curs'd be thatHorfe, that ended the tweet Days 
Of him, that was both Juſt and Good always. 
What of ſo good a Man my Muſe can ſay, 
Is but a Debt we to his goodneſs Pay 
And after Death the Monuments we raiſe, 
Are but too faint Expreſſi ons of his Praiſe : 
Our greatful Thoughts are all that we can (how » 
Of Currant Coin to pay the Debt we owe : 
Let them be erneſt of the vaſt Arrears, 
And what we owe beſids, we'll pay in Tears: 
If all wor't do, ſure Heaven will pay the reſt, 
Whoſe Debts are ſtill the ſureſt and the bett ; 
Deſert and vet tue tho by Death debar'd, 
Of Joys on Earth, in Heaven meet Reward. 
His, Dear ſweet Soul, to Heaven I hope did fly 
And thus I end my Mournful Elegy. 
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Ere lies the ſacred Duſt of him, the who, 
Was juſt, unto his King and Countty too, 
He neer was Brib'e, nor againtt Conſcience would 
Do ought was Wrong” for Silver or for Gold, 
Hes gone to Day, we'll follow him to Morrow, 
Who can alas | from Death one Minute borrow. 


